You told vs gf feme fiiite* What h*t Lames ? 
Yoa cannot fpcalcc of Reafon to the Dane, 
And loofe youi- voyce.What would J ft thou be* Z,4ertfs 9 
That fliallnot be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 
The Head is not more Naciue to the Heart, 
The Hand more lnftrumcntall to the Mquth, 
Then is the Throne of Denmarke uo thy Father* 
What wouidtt thou kmc Laertes i 

Law* Dread my Lord, 
Your Ieaue and fauour to recurne to France* T 
From whence, though willingly 1 came toDenmarke 
To flicw my duty in your Coronation* 
Yet now Itxiuft tonfe£Te ? that doty done, 
My thoughts and wifhes bend againc towards Prance, 
And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon* 

Ktog, Hauc you your Fathers Ieaue? 
What fayes Pollonm ? 

Pel. He hath my Lordfi 
I do befcech you giue him leaue to go* 

King. Take thy faire houre Laertes, time be thine, 
And thy befl: graces fpend it at thy will : 
But now my Cofin H&mkt y mA my Sonne ? 

Hxm a A little more then kin, and leflethenkindc. 
King* How is it that the Clouds ftill hang on youi 1 
flam* Not fo my Lord, I am too much i'th'Sun. 1 
Ghiecti. Good H&mlet caft thy nightly colour off, 
And let thine eye looks like a Friend on Denmarke, 
Do not for eucr with thy vcyled lids 
Sceke for thy Noble Father in the duft \ 
Thou know'ft *tis common^!! that liues muft dye, 
Paffiug through Nature* to Eternity, 
H&m. I Madam,k is common-. 
Queen. If it be; 
Why fcemes ir fo particular with thee. 

£&f#.Seemes Madam? Nay»it is ; I know not Secmes: 
Tis not alone my J nky Ctoake (good Mother^ 
NorCuftomary fuites of folemncBlacke, 
Nor windy fufpiiation of forced breath f 
No., nor the fruitful! Riuer in the Bye, 
Nor the deicfted hauiour of the Vjfage, 
Together with all Formes, Moods, fhewesofGrkfe) 
That can denote me truly. Thcfe indeed Sceme/ 
For they are a ft ions that a man might play ; 
But I haue that Within, which paflcth fiiowj 
Thefe ? but the Trappings jand the Suites of woe* 

King. Tis fwcet and commendable 
in your Nature Hamlet, 
To giue thefe mourning duties to your Father: 
But you mufl know, your Father loft a Father, 
Tha t Father Ioft 7 loft his , and the Suruiuer bound 
In filiall Obligation, for fome tame 
To doobfequiaus Sorrow. But toperfeuer 
J In obliinatcCondolementj is a courfe 
Of impious tlubbornncfle- 'Tis vnmanly greefe. 
It flicwes a will moft incorreft to Heaueu p 
A Heart vnfortified, a Minde impatient, 
An Vndcrftandinjr fimple, and vnfchool'd : 
For a what we know mull be, and u as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 

iWhy fliouid we in our pceuifti Oppofition 
Take it to heart ? Fyc, 'tis a fault to Heauen, 
A fault again ft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Kcafon mofl abfurd, whofe common Theame 
js death of Fathers* and who ftill hath cried, 
From thefieft Coarfe,till he that dyed to day, 
This muft be fo. We pray you throw to earth 
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This vnprcuayliog woe, and thinke ofVT 
As of a Father ; For Ice the world cake note 
/ ou are the moft immediate 10 our Thron * 
And with no lefle Nobility ofloue * 
Then that which deereft Father bcares h«<c 
Do I impart towards you. Foryour j m * ° llne » 
In going backe coSchooIein Wittcnb« 2 
It is moft retrograde to our defirc : * 
And we befcech you, bend yon to remain 
Heerein tne cheere and comfort ofoureye 
Our chcefeft Courtier Cofin,and our S«i 

V*. let not thy Mother Jofe her Praven w 
Iprytiice ftay with vs, go not to Wittcnber!, ti} 

B<m, IfhaHinallmybeft s * 
Obey you Madam. 

_ K H' "s^ouing^nda faireReplv 1 
Be asourfelteinDenmarke. Madamcome 
This gentle and vnfore'd accordof Hamlet ' 
Sits imiling to my heart; in grace whereof 
No locond health that Dcomarke drinkes » d !V 
liut the great Cannon to the Clowds fh all tell 
And the Kings Roucc } the Hcauens ftaU bJ,„, 
Relpeaking earthly Thnnder. Con^e a W » ^ 
<JM*mH<iml e t. Extm 
Ham. Oh that this too too folidFleft Wn „iA , 
Thaw,andr C fokc iclVlfeintoaDew: Idmtlt ' 
Or that the Euerlafting had notfixr 

His Cannon 'gainft Selfc-flaughrer. OGod OPaJt 
Howwear^ftale^andvnprofirable ^° d ' OGod! 
Seemes tome all thevfes of this world? 
Fie on't ? Oh fie, fic, 'tis an vnweeded Gardtn 
That growes to Seed : Things rank, and grofli in N JtUr 
Poflefle itmeercly. That it ftonld come to this ■ 
But two months dead rNay^ot fo much; not two 
So encellenc a King, that was to this ' 
Htperion to a Sacyrc : fo louing to my Mother 
That he might not bcteene the winrfes ofheauen 
Vifit her face too roughly. Heauen and Earth 
Muft 1 remember t why flic would hang on him 
As it encrealc of Appetite had gvowne 
By what it fed on j andyet within a month ? 
[.etmenot thinke cn't : Frailty, thy name is woman. 
Alittle Month, or ete thofe lhooes were old. 
With which fiie followed my poore Fathers body 
Like Niobe, all teares. Why flie,euen (he. 
(O Heauen ! A bea(t that wants difcourfecfReafon 
Would baue rooijrn'd longer) married with mine Vnfcle, 
My Fathers Brother : but no more like my Father, 
Then I to Ha-cules* Within a Moneth f 
Ercyetchefalcof moft vnrighreous Teares 
Had left the flaming ofhergauled eyes, 
She married. O moft wicked fpeed.to pod 
With fuch dexterity to Inceftuous fheets ! 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 
But bieake my heait, for I mufl hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, ^ar»4rd s mi Mtrctllm. 

Hor, Hailc to your Lordfhip. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well : 
Horati$ fiv I do forget my f clfe. 

Hot, The fame my Lord, * 
And your poore Seruant eucr. 

H*m t Sir my good friend, 
lie change that name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenberg H*rath ~t 
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tfar- My good Lord 

1 am wtt y § to rcc y ou: .g° od cutn Sir * 

« t w ha tin faith make you from mnemfcrgt? 
ff#r* A truant difpoficion, good my Lord, 
0<tffl> I would not hane your Ene^uy fay io% 

*j r lhall you doe mine care that violence, 

% make it tTtifter of your ownc report 

i eainft y our * k now y ou ar ^ n ^ Truant s 

B jt what is your affaire in Eljetwzr ? 

iVeel teach you to dt inltcdccp^erc you depart, 
g 6 r. My LordJ came to ice your Fathers Funeral!, 
B$m> i pray "thee -doe not. mock me (fellow Student) 

Ithinkcitwasto-fce my Mothers Wed ding- 
er- Indeed my Lord^t toilowcd hard vpon* 
ffdm, ThTift.thvift Mora* fa? theFtinerall B^kc-nieats 

Qjii coldly furnifli forth rhe Marriage Tables * 

Would 1 had met my deareft foe in heanen^ 

g re iJi ad eucr feene chnt day Horatio. 

g« father y tne thinkes I iee my lather* 
H$r„ Oh where my Lord? 
ffatx t I n my m inds cy c ( ff orgtw) 
ffor, I taw him once^ he was a goodly King, 
0m* He was a man, take him for all in all ; 

jihallno? look vpon his like againe, 
Her, My Lord, I thinke I faw him yefiernight, 
fi<m. Saw? Whof 
Hor. My Lord^the King your Father f 
flam* The King my Father? 
ffer- Seafon your admiration for a while 

With an atteru eare; till 1 may deliuer 

Vpon the witneffe of thefc Gentlemen, 

Thismaruell to you. 

For Heauens lone let me hearc. 
H&?+ T wo nights together, had thefe Gendemsa 

(MarceHm and Barmrdo) on their Watcb 

[nihedead waft and middleof the night 

Bcene thus encounued- A figure like your Father^ 

Ar^n'd at all points exa£Hy, Cap a Pe^ 

Appeares before them > and with follemne march. 

Goes flow and (lately : By them thrice he walkt^ 

B'theiroppreft^ndfeare-furprized eyes, 

Withi« his Truncheons lengths whilft ihcy befiiPd 

Almoft ca Icily with the A& of feare 3 

Stand dumbe and fpeakc not to him. This to mt 

In dreadful! fccrecic impart they did. 

And I with them the third Night kept the Watch* 

Whereas they had deliuer'd both In time, 

Forme of the things each word made true and good, 

The Apparition comes. I knew your Faiher : 

Tkfc hands are not more like* 
ham. But where wa* tbie ? 

Mar. My Lord,vpcmthe pl^tforme where we watcht. 

B&m* Did you nor fpeakc to it? 
Hor a My Lord, f did; 
But anfwere'ntade ir none : yet once me thought 
It lifted vp it head end did Rddi efle 
Itfclfeto motion, like as it would fpeake; 
Eut: cucn theH) th^ Morning Cocke crew lowd ; 
And u the fou iid tt flimrske in haft away, 
Aad van iflit fr-om our fight. 

Hrt?n* Tis very HrangCc 

Hot, As I doe Hue my honourd Lord 'nstruej 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know 'of it, " ' 

Indeed, indeed Sirs; but this troubles me* 


Hold you the watch to Nighti 

Tteth. We doe ray Lord, 

mm. Arm fay you? 

Both. Arm'd, my Lord. 

mm. From top to toe? 

<Botb, My Lordjfromhead tofoore, i 

Ham, Then few you noc his face? 

ll&r. O yes ; my Lord,, he wore his Beauer. vpJ 

Ham. Whatjookchefrowningly? 

Hor, A countenance more in forrow then in anger. 

Ham. PaIe,orred? 

Hot. N^y very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes vpon you? 

Hot. Moft eonftantly. 

Ham, I would I had bcene there, 
. Hot. It would hauemuth amaz'd you. 

Ham. Very like, very like : ftaid it long? (dred, 

Hqt. While one with moderate haft might tell a hun- 

tsfll. Longerjonger. 

Hor. Not when I faw't. 

Ham. Hi* Beard was griflyi* no* 

Har. U was, as I haue i'ceoe ic in hislife^ 
ASableSiluer'd, (gainr 

Hdm. He watch to Night; perchance 'twill wake a- 

Hor. I warrant you it will* 

Ham. If it affume my noble Fathers pcrfon, 
lie fpeake to it^ihough Hell it fetfeflrould gape • 
And bid me hold iny peace, I pray you all, 
Ifyou haue hitherto conceald this fight; 
Let it bee treble in your lilence fhll : 
Aod whatfoeuerels GiaII hap to night, 
Giueitati ?nderftanding butno tongue; 
I will requite your loues ; (o 9 fare ye well * 
Vpon the Platforme twixt eleuen and twelue, 
lie vifit you, 

Jill* Our duty to your Honour^ Zxennti 

Hum. Your Joue^as mine to you: farewell 
My FathersSpiritm Armes ? All is not well; 
I doubt fome foil le play : would the Night were come * 
Till then fit ftdl my foule; foule deeds will rife. 
Though all the earth ore whelm them to mens eies. Exit. 


Scena Inertia. 


Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 

Ltfer* My tieceffariesare imhaik't; Farewell : 
And Siller^asthe Winds giue Benefit, 
And Coriuoy is affiftant; doc not fleepc, 
But let meheare from you. 

Ophel. Doe you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of bis fauour?, 
Hold it afaflhion and a toy in Blond; 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature; 
Frowardjtiot permanent; fweer not lafting . 
The fuppliance of a minute? No more. 

Ophd t No more but fo- 

Later. Thinke it no more : 
For nature creffant does not grow alone, 
in thewes andBuIke: but as his Temple waxes, 
Themward fcruice oftheMindcandSoule 
Growes wide withalt Perhaps he loues you. now, 
And now no foyle nor cautelt doth befmerch 
The Yertue of his feare : but you muft fcare 


Hit. 


